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and city to city, carrying the ' glad tidings/
shut up in prisons, murdered, torn to pieces
by wild beasts. The c Christian ministers'
of to-day, close shaven, well fed, sleek, aesthetic,
dressed in broad cloth, unemotional, thank
God their lives have been cast in more pleasant
places. Does not the contrast painfully reveal
what is going on ? Christianity is no longer
a reality. The religious form may still exist,
but the spirit has passed away and found its
embodiment elsewhere."
Nothing angered him more than the admon-
ition to the oppressed to bear their ills patiently
because they would be compensated for them in
heaven and because others who seemed better
off were really less so. During a Trades Union
Congress at Bradford in Yorkshire he went, one
Sunday evening, into a large well-furnished
Methodist chapel. The minister, in his sermon,
said that it was a mistake for the poor to grumble
at their misery ; all the real misery was among
the rich. As he left the chapel, Hardie saw two
people distributing handbills * about a Socialist
meeting. He worked off his annoyance with
what he had heard from the pulpit by taking
a handful of the leaflets and busily giving them
away. Some of his trade union colleagues, who
had enjoyed the sermon, censured him severely.
True religion, of no matter what variety,
Hardie respected, as he respected character in
opponents. Falsity and sanctimoniousness he